"THE h 
Albion Q UEENS: 
== TT rm 


DEATH. 


LY 
.* 


MARY, Queen of Sealand.  . 


Asitis ACTEDat the | 
TREATREROVYATL, 
By His Majeſty's Servants. 


— 


Witten by Mr. BANKS, 
Author of the TRAGEDY of the U- 
| bappy Favourite, or the Earl of Eſſex. 


D UB L I AN: 
Printed by 8. PowELL, 
For G. Ris k at the Shakeſpear's Head, 
G. EwinNG at the Angel and Bible, and 


W. Sm1TH at the Hercules, Bookſellers 
in Dame's-ſtreet, MDCC XXIII. 


Vet AL M 


Rot wal 7130 


P R OLOGUE. 


S vom hate been teat 
Tho ſome are uch wretc v4 
Bret we, elle opera Paths ſhall _ - Want 
12 — 7 ooo 
A Queen 4diftreſs'd, to Ladies E 
A Noble Prince, that for hey Bea = 
4 Britiſh Queen, lamenting their ad Fate, 
And mourning over the Unfortunate. 
Who is there here, that com d ſo cruel be, 
As not to mourn at their ſad Tragedy : 
To fee ſuch 2 ſuch Beauty fall, 
And n mourn at their Funeral, 
O:er Nob — tho for Arms renotun d, 
Have for the Fair a tender Pity found; 
| 7 Ro; ill took care 
Not to deſtvcy, but guard the tender Fair. 
Then let thus 1 your Courares be ſeen, 
And guard the Britiſh and the Albion Queen. 


NIESDDCPRIDDT 
EPILOGUE. 


By Jo. HAIxX ESV. 


NR 
| Tack'd to the End of a deep Trazedy? 

"They might as we | have dreſs'd me ont to dance, 
Or ſent me an to France. 

Tet au forc'd tocome, for, ſay my Maſters, 


Tour Phiz will bring us of from all Dir. , 


K ow 


EPILOGUE. 
muſt know, I thought « Beau might be 
4 Tr 3 


Oh ! I'm totell you, 
| do receive this » 


GAGPATAVATSTASTATARSLY 
Dramatis Perſonz. 
MEN. 
Duke of Norfolk, Mr 
Daviſon, 


THE 
Albion Queens: 
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The DEATH of 


MART, Queen of Scots. 


ACT I. SCENE L 


| 


„ „Daviſem, thou Rifing Star! 
— . 
= thee ſhine 


down, 
TH x | Men will appear like Birds or Inſefts to thee : 
_: Re 
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Remember too, thou now art in a | 
WW here Princes to their Favours ſet no Bounds, 

And their Rewards, tho? large and bottomleſs, 

Yet State ſmen have no Mean betwixt 

The extremeſt Pinacle of Height and Ruin. 

Dav. Wieſt, and Juſteſt, that in Courts e er dweit! 
Great Oracle of Brita. ! — of Stateſmen 
hom Men, nor s, ſcarce can praiſe enough, 

Not Divine Plato ever ſpoke like you; | 
Plato, on whoſe ſwert Lips the Muſes ſung, 
And Becs diſlill d theis Honey in his Cradle. 

Cer. No more, tis orie than Death tor me to hear 

A fawning Cringer, or ſubmiſſive Praiſer: 

I ſhou'd —_ I not believe 

Thou art as d a Sycophant, 

As Emm above the Reach of : | 
Thou art my Equal now, nay more, my Friend, | 
N e Tet 
That I have choſen mongſt the Race of Men, 
To make a Phenix in the Court. 

Dawv. The Pow'rsabove, the Guard of Kings, 
Still place ſuch Men about our Royal Miſtreſs. | 
Now, when the Madneſs of the Nation's 
To ſuch a Height, tis to be fear d walks 
In Maſquerade, in and many Shapes: 

The Court that was the Planet, that ſhou'd guide us, 
Is grown into Eclipſe, with theſe Confufions ; 
Fears, Jealouſies, an Factions croud the Stage: 
Two Queene, the like was never ſeen before, 

By different Arts each other's Intereſt. 

Our Virgin Conſte lation ſhines but dim. 

Whilſt Mary, Scotland's that Northern Star, 
Tho in a Priſon, darts her Rival Light. 

Dav. The Champions ot her Faction are not few ; 
Men of hiah Birth and Titles plead her Cauſe; | Indet 
*Mongſt whom, the gallant Duke of Nofels Chief, Thot 
A Prince that has no equal in his Fame, | 
A Man of Power and Wealth to be reclaim'd, 
Tor his own fake, as well as for the Queen's: 


And ſhou d he 


ln vrhich high Poſt, as from a Perſpective, 
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* 5 


himſelf too deep in this, 


Thou may'lt diſcover all her Forcign Foes, 
And home Conſpiracies, how dark ſoe er: 


Dut moſt ot all, let Mary be thy Fear, 
And what thou hear ſt, intorm me of: I'll act, 


Nut in thy ſhape; be thou my Proxy ſtill. 


Dav. Not Cromwell ever trod with ſo much Care 


The ſubtle Steps of the moſt famous Wol/ey, 
As I the Dictates of the wiſer Burleigh 


| The Scotiſh Regent yeſterday arriv d, 


—_— —  —  — — — 


With new-diſcover'd Plots t' accuſe his Queen: 
And fince (to poiſe theſe heavy Articles) 
The Duke of Norfolk is trom Mary come, 

And bath are to have Audience ſtrait. Bchold 


The Man I ſpeak of. 


Cec. Wait you on the Queen. (Exit Day. 


| Your Grace is welcome from the Queen of Scorland. 


My Lord, I came 


' 
| 
' 


* 
| : 
' 
. 


My Queen, I wou'd 
And thus embrace him, from whoſe Lips it came, 


Ot all Misfortunes? 
Nor. Doſt thou pity her ? 
O let me fly, and hold thee tomy 


. 
Rocks but eccho him, 
devour the precious Sound, 
. — 
＋ ; fe Pvea Sccrert 

enfold, which w it weighs me down, | 
And when'tisout, I fear ic will undo me. FT 


44 


Cee. 
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Cec. Then hoid it in your Breaſt ; let me not know 
What is not fit for you to ipeak, nor me to hear. 
Nor. Now, only now's the time, the Traitor Moron | 


5 


Mary's undone, and Norſoll is no more. 
Cec. What is'r, my Lord : 
Nor. Firſt wear the Looks of Mildneſs, 
Such as forg'ving Fathers do 20 Sons ; 
Yet tis no T unleſs Love be Treaſon. 
Cec. Out with't, my Lord. 
Nor. I love the Queenof Scorland. 
Cec. Ha! love her! how? 
Nor. How ſhou'd ſhe be belov'd ? 
And bumble Purierehe ̃ the Copes of Angel 
And is 
Cec. Love her! for what? 
Nor. Not for a Crown | ſwear. 
O hadft thou ſeen her in that Plight as I did, 
And hadſt been Alexander, thou hadſt kneei'd, 
Thrown all thy Globes and Scepters at her Feet, 
And given a Crown for every Tear the ſhed. 
=_ 1 ym. "wg 
Nor. You muſt, you 
— — — 
ee oer our 
——ů— — why — 
W hoſe Voices louder than the Breath of Thunder, 
os woe * wt to Earth 
Bright Mary's my eternal Love, 
Gs. By Lord, you you've ſaid too much, 1 dare not 


you. 
Nor. Is pitying the Diſtreſs d, and loving her, 
Whom none but Envy hates, a Crime? 
Cece. You wou'd not marry her! 
Nor. Not marry her! 
Yes, tho ſhe ſtood on Zens ſulphurous Brink, 
Tho its dread Mouth ran o'er with liquid Fire, 
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1d wrim the during Lake 1 her thus. 
Cece. For Pity in d Reaſon ; 


| — dies) ponds id, it meſt undo you: 
The far than | canfeign. 
Bo you — fie recens — Treaſon? 
That tor the Royal 


Nor. By thoſe eternal Rays that bleſs the World, 

Tis Malice toul as that bright Orb is clear. 

O Cecil! tell me whatthou truly think it: 

Thou haſt a Soul with ſhining Wiſdom crown'd,. 

V boſe virtuous honeſt Steps whoever tracks, | 

| des = — 8 O! tell methen, 

| —— — 

Cee. not utter every pains me, 
Nor can l longer with my Oath diipenſe, 

An Oath that charges me for Life to hold 

— 2 — 

a cond. bs oe this thing no more, 
— our Miftreis know it. 

"= S 

Therefore I came that thou ſhoud'ſt intercede, 2 

Tou, from whoſe Lips the Queen takes 

or ſhe wears, wou'd "oh 


2 
| Man! thou wrong'ft the faithtull ſt of ber 


rau 80 rather than her Sceyter; 
Her proud ins are but glittering Toys, 
And the leaſt ord, a Smile from Scolland s Queen, 
In worth whole Pyramids of Royal Lumber; 
We only ask but Love and Liberty, 
Give us bus theſe, we I quit her all the reſt; 
For where Love reigns ſo abſolute as here, 
r * 
| F = 
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Cec. My Lord, conũder what you'd have me ay. 
I dare not (peak ———nor think of it Farewel. 

Nor. Tell her, or by mj deſperate Love I ſwear, 
Fl ſhout it in her Ears, were ſhe hemm d in 
With Balilisks, or were ſhe ot Furies; 
Love, mighty Love, ſhou d lead me, and 
And by thoſe Powers that pity the Di 'd, 
If ſhe'll not hear me, Vil proclaim yet louder, 
And trumpet to the W ork! the hated Sound 
Of Royal Mary's W rongs. 

* Lord, my Lord, come back to fave 


(For nought but Death can follow ſuch a Raſhneſs) 
Reſtrain your Paſſion but a few ſhort Moments, | 
And lll acquaint her Favourite Leiceſfer with it; 

T will be more welcome from his Mouth than mine, Then 
Him I wiil arm with Reaſons tor your fake, | 
As ſhall the leaſt incenſe the Queen's Diſpleaſure. 


Queen Elz. Marton, Daviſon, Women, Gentlemen, 
— Guards, all diicovered at the Throne. 


Behold ſhe appears, the Scori/h Regent too. 
Nor. Confuſion feize him. | 
Cec. Beſure, my Lord, | 
Whate'er you ſee, and hear, contain your ſelf, 
1 Alas! my Lords, when will you ceaſe com 
* | 
And Teen Gall his poor Buloes be at ref? 
Fo fee yuu ſtil) thus perſecute ——_— 
5 My Couſin Siſter , every thin g 3 
No, rather bury me beneath the Center; 
Or by ſome Magick, turn me into Stone. 
Men fix me likr a Statue, as high as Alas, 
Round me ſuch gaping Monſters as your ſelves, 
And underceath be this Inſcription writ, 
Lo, thi: was once the curſt El;zabeth, 
The Queen of Wolves and Tygers, not of Men. 


me; 


e Deb ef Many, Queen ef Scots. rn 
— Nor. What's this I hear? "Twas ſome Immortal ſpoke! 
Down all ye Stars, and every gaudy Planet. 
AT lambent Brightmeſs crown her Head. 
Parliament of Scotland, mighty Queen, 

(Begging Protein of their —-— 
cz Have lent me to your Majeſty 

Az What King 7 what Queen have you but Royal 


| Mary 
1 ru bernd more; go home, and tel] Maſters, 
Going, Andie cromn'd 9 
e Thar bere his Mother Mary ll be own'd 
E a 
| A. You ſhall be bed. My Lord, [7» Norfolk, 
L: r 


| — ns © an? no the Queen? 
How fares m E | 
O quickly tell me! 

emen,| Nor. Deſolate ſhe is; 


Alas! Itremble, — Crime; | 
To ſtab your Ears with ſuch a doletul Accent. 
Cou d I draw half that Pity from your Majeſty, 
As ſhe extorted from her Priſon Walls, 


3 waits upon your Throne, 
] humbly claim firſt to ts bold. 
n Lord, you have leave; 
Jay What you my m 
| Pownretheve Teope ne Malice form your — SLY 
y as there is noughr but Truth 
E in what ſw ene 
en, moſt mighty inceſs, E 

| wars. ow 4s 60s Ay — Cii _— 

have eclips'd the Luſtre of a Crown. 


Qs, 


| 
: 
: 
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E. My Lord, I do command * or if 
You ſpeak one Word again to biot your Queen, 
1 ſhall ſuſpect, as all the World has done, 

Lou had a Hand in that vile Repicide; 

Why were the Traytors elſe too black to name, 
Suppos'd by — — — 2 
—— the uſtice? 

_ 22 — for ever. 
Nor. uy = — whilſt from hi 
Aſtrea looks, and wonders at her Oracle. 
Mor. Your Majeſty muſt give me leave — 
-— | ——ertrandoreryy 7214 

Your Subject I am not. f 

Nr. Audacious Traytor! 
1 Sehn. b — . 
5 Nature, 

And Camours of a Kingdom your 

r — — 
o a daring I as 

A 

But as thou "tt a Pawer above thee, 

I tell thee, Ambaſſador, *tisfalſe; 

My San Altar, with ſoft Mercy crown d, 

Where both — ———- 


And al: your redreſt. 
2 
— 2 3 


tome for fame Cre, 
— 2 Caftle, her Throne. 
WW... Noy hen | willhe herd! 
your Confederate's Danger will not wake 
muſt: behold a Lettes 


„ the 


Bu bids em beot Courage, and expect her 
For the is now allur'd of ccher drans, = 


Some mighty your Subject, by whole Ai 
— — | 


| Med th, dig Pancho "3 


J Nor. Moſt wiſe, diſcerning Princeſs, did 
| Hear this bold Man, how loud he mouths at 


yrant 

L Detend me Pow?! — 

Monſter: 
E. Are you nor amen'd ? 
| My my faithful Cecil, — 
Thou art my De! to whoſe Oracle, 
Where ſhall I have recourſe, but untothee? 
| Whoſe Boſom is my Guide, whoſe Breaſt my Councd.. 
, | What think you now, - pond 
Nen Tia 
Cc. Reſt, and refer this Matter to Council; 
F bane , 

all's not true, I'l give my 

To Torments, to be rack d, and dica 
Or ſtand the teſt with any he that dares. | 
1 let me take him at his word 
J Oda l had thee in ſome Defart wild, 
As far from Manas thou art from Humanity, 
— —— | 
Tad cruſm the Treaſon trom thy venom'd Throat, 
As Iwou'ddoits Poiſon from a Toad. ö 


p the Combat; 
thar injurd Sw, 


Ne! i 
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. a WILEIn UN geove, 

That Mary, Queen of Scocland, is abus d 
That ſhe is innocent, and all is torg d: 
Nay, till I have made him own to all the World, 
That he's not born of noble Blood, but that 


EN ED 
Bur 108, Sir, with 
Peware what Pillow tis youreſt upon. 

Nor. If to lanocence of ker 
Who bas no Liberty todo't her ſelf, | 
Pe ſuch a Crime, —— , and Honours, | 
They're more your Majeſt St isthat wears | 
But while I live, Ill ſhout it tothe Skies, — | 
— —— —— Earth, 
Queen Mary's wrong d, Queen M 's innocent... 
* reer 15 75 61] 


—— 
* n — — _— | 


You'll hear my Metage firſt from the fad-Princeſs, 

Q. E. What faid ſhe? 

Nor. Here is a Letter from that guͤry fair one; 
She bid me thus preſent it on my Knees. 

Q. E. Before! read it, you may ſpeak, —_— 

Nor. Mark but the 2 
Her deareſt Silber Queen Eliæab ub? FT HE. 

Q. E. It is. | 
Nor. But had you ſeen her write it, with what Love? 
How with a Sigh ſhe per fum d every Werd, bs 
aan or Garden Breezes, 


| Gotothe 
Tell ber, mine is an 
An old dark Tower, that t 


That ſteal the Sweets of Roſes in their Flights; 
Onerr 

And faid 
For other princel 
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_ IIS, 
y Treaſure —— 

Q. E. Alas! what meaneſt thou, Norfolk? 
Nor. Then ſhe ſigh d, and faid, 
Queen, perhaps upon her Throne, 
A —— — > 
For cighteen Years of Winter, I ne er faw 


_ _ The Gra embroider do er with icy Spangles, 


Her heavy Veſtment to delightful Green. 


Nor Trees majeſtick in their ſnowy Robes; 
Nor yetin Summer, how the Fields were clad, 
And how ſoft Nature gently ſhifrs the Scene, 


E. O . | 
ET — dee 222 


Salute my dusky Grate to bring the Morn, 


Love! 


— But 


And Ravens, ſuch as haunt old — 


— Soak, 


Vet like a glitteri 
Wreathing about 


(For ocher Light ner bleſt that dilmal Place) 
Which 


16 The ALI Io CU IEZISs; , the 
Which made the Room look like ſome facred Urn, 
And ſhe, the fad Efhgies of her ſelf. 
Q. E. No more; alas! I cannot hearthee .. — 
Pray, rife, my Lord. | 
Nor. O! — you have Pity. 
Her Face and Ned I might diſcover bene: 
And looking nearer, I beheld how Tears 
Slid from the Fountains of her ſcarce-clos'd Eyes; 
Breath ſbe terch'sd, turn d to a 


J 
You find me full of Woe, but know, my Lord, 


Tust for Liberty, nor I weep, - 
I thinks me her Enemy. 


— and flutter'd in her 4 
And lay the panting Charmer in my 
This Heart ſhall de her Jaylor, and theſe Arms her 


Priſon, 
And thou, kind Norfolk, fee my Willobey'd. 
Nor. O run, andexecute the Queen's 
Prepare her golden Coach, and Snow-white Stecds, 
The Pattern of that Innocence they carry. [ Ex. 2 Gent. 
And fly more ſwift than Ven drawn by Doves. | 


Mak your quick Fu down at once upon you, | 
thro the falling Ocean; | 
Gee Than, let it op, nor Lightning ag 


reer 


A E. No more, you ſhall have Juftice, Sir, 
and the Accus'd ſhall both have Juſtice. 

Why was | borato toa Crown, 

Now when the Wo-ld is fuch a Monſter grown! 
Nature fades, 8 — 
When to Kings. 

Nor. When firſt the Fox beheld the awful Lion, 
Hetrembl'd, crouch'd, and faw his Lord; with Fear, 
Tings once were Gods, but now like Men appear ; 
f. Poonam og to win, 

o8,. The Ermin mightbe fafe, 
uf Kings have any Fault, tis but the Name, 
And not who wenrt it, — 


| 
| The 
| 


| 


ACT H. SCENEL 
Norfolk Solwe. 


Sur the loud World, ſound all the vaſt Creation; 
Theo' her ghd Sree, — found, 
Maria comes, preclaim it to Clouds, 
* Lache four Winds from diffant Corners mect, 
—— 9 ů — | og 


* Then back again to Edize's 
s Till Vitimtothe Sound, — 
Enter Morton. 


Aer. My Lord, Tcameto find 5 
og fay Nor. Pardon _— 


The 
hocn0m for cher Thenghes, has made me 


Love, 


ö 


And 
Forget that ms of - 
Q * Mov, 


8 St 
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Brave Spirits hould ſtirr'd to wrath, 

. 

Not like the Sea diſturb'd with every biaſt 

I came to with you but as a Friend. 

Laſt night, when laid to reſt, prepar d for Slumber, 

That gives ſoft eaſe to all but forrowful 

—— a ſudden Dread afſail'd me 

Inſpir d by Power that aw'd 

And ſtole quick ge to my cruel Boſom. 

My barb'rous . 


3 all ſneꝰs aceus d ot. is no more 
But that the ſtrove to caſt her FertersoF. 
The Lion, when he's hunted to the toil, 
Spares not himſelf, nor Foes within his reach; 
Bur wounds his briſtly Hide, and tears the Ground, 
And all for precious Liberty he roars. 
Freedom, which Heaven and Nature gave to all 
But cruel Man, and yet more cruel Laws deny. 
What if ſome Nobleman ſhould be found our, 

A Subje of this Realm, to wed our 2 
For here are Subjects of Eſtate and Rank, 
May weigh their Coronets with Princes Crowns. 
Nor. Some fuch there are, if ſhe wou d think em pf 

. — 

Mor. She muſt, and will, ſhe has no other hopes. 


ecring thus wile in a Sicilian Streight, | -_ 
Your jeu jealous will then be freed from Fears And f 
By ſuch a Ma who all her has dreaded 1 "6 
Her with ſome Prince of France or Spain, Andi 
Sc to convey her Title tothe Crown, 


Nor. Name but the Man who dares aſpire to be — 
Her kneeling Slave, much more her Royal Husband, 
Say is't not Leiceſfer ? Hear 
Mor. All but your ſelf — _. | 
Wou'd fiſt hane nam d the Duke of Norfolk. 


T3 
. | 
Nor. 


[ 
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Nor. Ha! 
A:r. Wonder not, Sir. | 
Nor. I ne er can be ambitious of a Throne, 
1 I were, — 1 
wou d preter the charming Queen to 
E Crowns, 2 
* _ Queendidl fay? the Name 5 too great, too diſtant, 
And founds too mi tor a Lover . | : 
—- Nor. The Planetsall above, and Men | 
Have mark'd you outto be that nappy Man. 
| Nor. O were ſhe not a 
Zut born of Sy/van Race, Royal Seat 
Some molly Bank, inſtead of Scorland's Throne; 
| Under no C but ſome large Oak; 
| ACrook inthatbright Hand that — 
| And Coronet of Flowers her Temples wreathing, 
Whilſt round her all ber bleating Subjects feed; 
| Glad I wou'd be to dreſs me like a Swain, 
| begtrom her Looks alternately my Doom, 
_ Mingle our Smiles, and mix our Woes er, 
Sit by her Side, freed from the Chains of Power, 
Aud never think of curſt Ambition mcr-. 


13 


1 ——— 11 confeis, 
K em —— ner, 


for her Husband, and our King, 
Dower, her Crown and Liberty. 

Nor. By all my ſhining Hopes, if thou art real, 
N22 as we re one Soul already, 

;] willreward thee with that Crown thee 

| And thou ſhalt reign for Intant James, and me; 
K Zut, if I find thee falſe ”-_ 
| TW ˙ RET Op 0- 
Pons. 


. 
. 7 
Nor. 


y 


[ 
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Lend me thy _— — — 


Give Gre merke Seng, an 
8 — 
dedwhinde more Tres, ſhake his Body. 


The Queen s approaching, one of us muſt 
It is nat fit we ſhou'd be teen _ 


— ar off. the 

rt nat roy he Io ne to 
Runs, blind with Love, himfclf into the Gin 
Thus, when the King of Beaſts h-ars his lov'd Mate 
Roar in the Toil, with hopes to free her ſtrait, 
Scours to her Aid, and meets the ſeif-ſame Fate. 


Enter . Ein. Ceeil, Attendants and Guards. 
2 een 8 


— Subjects 
My Lord, Sha — vrho bas welcom 
2 _ 15 


Mor. I mean the Shouts, the joyful Ring ot Bella, 
— ————p 
Soon as your Orders were diſpateb d to 

E. Were they fomuch 
Aer. No doubt to 


| Andfi 


Q 
= 
| Theo 


CANS I Inform me Morion! a 2 


Dug up their Wharfs, — — 
r Fires. 
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Did ſhe not look as one that came in Tri 
Deck d with the Spoils of all my Hearts ? 
Did'ſt thou not read upon her guilty Cheeks, 

to ſhew a falſe diflembledGrief ? [ Shout here. 
Ha! in my Ears! and at my Palace Doors! 
Thus they would dare me, had they Forts and Cannons. 
| Mor. 12 — a8 if — 


— 


But cou d not paſs it for the gazing Throag, 
— had — 
| You wou d bave 


| wept, 
To think that in an hundred Years, orleſs, 
*. Not one of thoſe God. Ehe Creatures wou'd be living, 
Qi. E. Thouwtmiſtaken; for bad I been there, 
lls, U 
That in one Moment will their 
Aud facrificethenext. 
; > A —_— 
they did not mean itas a Fault. 
— 


1 
, nor for thy 


Or driven the Ocanz fromirsdeep 
lews? As ſt: m the Multitude but mark what follow / d; 
Tit. For this was but the Curtain to the Scene. 
ant you look diſpleas'd, | dubt I've fad too much, 

Aud fear l havedonethem wrong. c 

QE. IA bear; goon. ; 

| Dav. The Queen no ſeoner did but firait 

The obedient Croud ſhrunk back at 
' Making a Lane to guard on every fide; AY 
Did 
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Not Zol with his Breath, 
Did the unruly Waves ſo ſoon controul, 
bs the wich her mid ooks the Rout diſperſt. 
QE. 'Tis well: And what am l, 
Dav. Zut till ſhe ſpoke, they hung like cluſter 
And cover d all her Chariot like a Vine; 
The loaded Wheels thick as the Duſt they hide, 
And ſwarm d like Bees upon her Coach's fide. 
——— 1 
Whilſt tune ful 818 grateful Changes > 
nom Dees Geer | 
And Shouts from Tops ot Towers met Shouts below : 
Nurſes, . ber Face had ſeen, 
Wou d, to their Children, ſhew the 
Whillt they ( (ne er learn'd to talk) for her ou — 
And the firſt Word they ſpoke, = yore 4-4 
QE. Tis falſe; thou 
They durſt notdothis, — did 1 oy | 
wou d not. * 
W ages that fight, | 
Are t at my . 
Have left their Men leit their Sports, 
The Old, their Crutches too, wou d fling — | 
And halt to ſee my Face the Bridegroom 
That had his Bride by the Hand, ar my Approach, | 
LOZOS — d Rites to ſee me | And 
And made his eager Hopes wait on hi _ | 
Dav, And there are Millions yet, that ſo wou d do. Ei 
Q. E. No, Tm forgot, a new Thing bas their Hearts, 
T am grown ſtale, as vulgar to the Sight, . 
As Sun by Day, or Moon and Stars by Ni | a 
O Curſe of Crowns! O Curſe of Regal ower! | and 
Learn you, that wou'd fuch adore, | Ho 
Harlot's Tears, Thar 
124 | 


Truſt whining Saints, the 

2 

Believe the Snake that Woman did delude, | | 

But never, never truſt the Multitude [Shout here, ® 8 
Cec. Run, op 100 


On Penalty of Death, they — 
E. * ar Me 


bo 
F 
2 


be 


ple? t ſhallbe in the Tower, there thou ſhalt fing 

W Thy Siren's Song, and let them ſhout in Anſwer, do: 
Il teach ye how to flatter and be: ray 
Run, ſeine the Qeen, like Lightning ſtrait obe y. 
a [ Offers to go out, and comes in again. 

| Where wou'dſt thou go? where wou d thy Fury drive thee? 

| What has my Siſter, what has Marydone? | 

| Muſt the be puniſh'd for my Subjects Crimes? 

Perhaps ſhe's innocent of is Joy, 

| And bears the Sound with Pain than l. 

n: Wbere ſhall I wander? in what Place have Reſt? 

Yo | The Cottage Floor, with verdant Ruſhes ſtrewn, 


; Why ſtay you here? Each do his Office ſtrait, 
And ſet her in my Place; my Crown preſent her, 
i, And wich your Hollows echo all the Rabble. 
The Deed is done, that Mary is your : 
Altar » J 
| 


Bur think not to be ſafe, — FLAT 
Swift on Dragon's Wings | 
And rain down Royal Vengeance on youall. [ Ex. Omnes. 


Ide. | Enter Q Mary, Douglas, rue Gentlemen, four Ladis. 


Qu. Come poor Remainder of my loſt Eſtate, 

Once 1 was ſerv d in Pomp, bad many Friends, 

And found no Blefling in the gaudy Crowd, 

But nov I am beholden to my Fate, 
7 That atter having er d me of all, 


4 


4 


7 
1 
1 
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Look like a Crew of ſhipwreck'd P 
Shuddering and wet, —— es, | 


2 or Fire to warm em. 

Dow. Like them, perhaps, we're caſt a Shore, 

dere no kind Creature lives to pity us, NT | 

Alas! what eanethoſe Shours of Joy? to mock us ? 

Is this the Court of ſam d Eli * 
And this the Throne where ſhe was ſerv d with 
Is this our welcome! where's her glittering Train? | 
Here are no Crowds, no Face of either Sex, | 

Dut all abandon d like the Place we came from. 

Q. A. Sure it wasalla Dream, wasit not Dowglas / 
Thou little that preſerv ſt thy 


Appear d like „ and unlock d my Priſon; 
But I, „ and my Fortunes worſe, 
_—_— 


Youth, and with my Sorrows kill thee; 
But » Filreleaſe thee from my Woes, 
And leave thee to enjoy, when I am 


2 ceny: 

Elſe we do walk and S 

Is not IWhice-Hail, but Paule Priſoa ſtill. 
Ju. Lend me your Hands, for I am faint, and 

My Feet too tremble, and metbinks the Floor 

Sinks under em, and now it fares with me 

Likea poor Mariner, that had been condemn'd 

Toa cloſe Bark a long and tedious Voyage, 

Who, coming tothe Shore, ſcarce feels the Ground, 


So, this is as it ſhould be; is it not? 3 
Thus have we ofc beguil'd the Time at Fotheringay 


00 MALT: Queen of Scots. 25 
Lend me a Glaſs, prithee tell me truly, a 

| How do Ie? _ 

Do. To ſee yourſelf, is trait to baniſh Woe, 

| And make you happy for that Day, I'm fure 

| It does your Servants when they on you: 

Tou are ſo good, ſo perfect and fo fair, 


is? } Beauty and Sorrow never were ſo ner 
W Reaching the Glaſs, 
Q. X. ! me. ing th 
* } Dow. Inallthefatal Timeo 2 | 
You rarely faw ſelf; orit youdid, 


hs "Twas thro” ſuch diſmal Clouds of Garb and Sorrow, 
| You ſcarcely knew that Viſage fo ador'd; 

But now is hard to tell which ſtrives the moſt, 

| — —— 


Who look d in the Glaſs : 

Dow. Madam! | 

Q. a4. Alas! theſe cannot be thy Miſtreſs's Eyes, 

Mine were dim that a expix u, 

And quite diſfolv d and h'd ſcivesin Tears, 
zeſe Cheeks are none of mine, the Roſes look not 

' | beaten Lilies as mine ſhou d; | 

his F is not with the Darts 

| Years | Mileries, 

or —— Lips like Sorrow's 3 

er ſmiling, ever mourning, cumplaiuingg 

Falſe Beauty ! may that Wretch —— ; [naps 
1 has i hee ” T 

un hold thee Al deteſtable as mine. 

ſhy tarrieſt thou to give me yet more Woe ? 

The Earth will mourn in Furrows at the Plow, 

Bird: Trees, and Fields, when the warm Summer's gone, 
at their worſt Looks, and iable Colours on. 

ſullen Streams, when the leaſt Tempeſt blows, 

ir cryſtal Smoothneſs in a Moment loſe, | 

t my curſt Beauty, this malicious Charm, 

Time, long Griefs, — Envy harm. 


ad, 
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Enter Duie of Norfolk. I 
Ner. Whitdol fer, thePerſon, or the Shadow 


al Majeſty of Scotland? 
or — ing Mournersof her Fortune ? 


Diana with her ſtarry Nymphs, 
— to make tertile Sea, and Land, 
- T* enrich the Waves, and bleſs the World with 


iſe. ing of all Creatures, R: 
paged = hea Kent that weighs the Word. 
2 — and mount the Globe above it. 4 


<Q. at. Who ſees theneedy Traveller on foot, =. 
ad. d for Inn) f 
Weiconi'd, careſi d, and the faireſt Room, 4 
And richeſt Bed to reſt his weary Limbs? 0 
Or who bcholds the Beggar on his Straw, | 
Cryiog for Alms before the rich Man's Door, . © 
And bids him riſe ?. go, Duke, and ſhun this Wretch, 


harming Excellence! Or by your ſelf, | 
r cantake, {Thar 


in that ial Chair, 

7 ner whoſe — 1 — — 
Nay, I won d det. were this ſhe Tyrant by; 7 
Tho the ſtood here, and dar d me with Revenge, 
I'd feat you in that Flace in ſpite of ber. 

QA. May all that's great and good, forbid. A 
' Nor. The Powers above, and Mortals all below, 
England's bright Heireſs, Queen of France and Scotia 
Whoſe Veins run treaſur d with the facred Blood 
Of Fergus, and a hundred Aan Kings, 


19 


i ? 
Lie thus ina State thus mean 
| it, andatonce be loyal? 
"TX O tempt me not with Thoughts af any St: 


| is that lam in; it was a Viſion: 
| 41d one was but a Dream to me. 


; 

It was! 
8 orſe is ſhe. . _  FAndno 

Fly Mary's Fate, for fuch and worſe is ſhe — 
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| When was I always was in danger; 
Giddy, and when I look d beneath, 
But now with ſcorn I can ſee all above me, 
Happy in this, that I can fall no lower. 
N 1. — B ity of Mankind, 
To ſcourge — —ę 1 
| 0 a 
| And thus the Majeſty of 
_*} Thefrighted World ſhou'd at my Burden | 
_ | Whilſtthus I fell with my immortal Wei 
Thus at your Feet, and cruſh'd irs Soul away. 
nut as lam Norfolk ſtill, the meaneſt Wretch, 
Le me dig out ot thee a Grave, and fay, 
„ &sriving Ariffotie to the Sea, | 
1 1＋7 2 
, NM. Ri me can ¶ Riſes, 
4 om 7 ww} dns . 
Flt was but I cap d the Wreck, 
Aud nous fo ſoon again ſet out at Drift, 
To Rocks, wide Seas, and vaſt extended Ruin; 
4 * py wes wee | 
| Nor. O cou whiſper'tin — 
4 ou ſhou'd meet Repoſe you want, 
43 — grateful breaſt. — 
_ *F Q. A. Oname not Love! | 
Love always flies the wretched and deform'd, 
And Lam both; Sorrow has play'd the Tyrant, 
Plew'd up this once fair Field, where Beauties grew, 
Rand quite transform'd it ta a naked Fallow : 


0 i 
_ —= 4 
»= 


> 


behold That you had once my Word tis true, but 'twas 
_— 2 — Af — 
L — Inn homes Conn, 
hich you deſerve, but now they all arc fl:d, 
+Þ am not worth the taking, ceaſe the 


Nor. Tou are above all Wealch, all Queens to me, 
Four glorious Head was ſhadow'd with a C:own, 
ad brighter Body ſeems but coarſely clad 
in Robes of Majeſty, —— 
2 


54 7 
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Thoſecaſt away, the Cherubim appears, 
Bright 7 r 
Eas'd of this Sumpter, take your happy Flight, 
The lighter by the Load of — Cowen 
You bear the of. Heav'n, where'er you go, 
And Beauty's mine, more worth than all below. 
QX. Where ſhall I fly? 
Nor. To Scythia, Wills of Beaſts, 
Or any where but this accurſed Place: 
To Scotland elle, where the repenting Morton, 
(Whom real pity ot your matehleſs Sufferings 
Has turn'd a Sai ag weeit ew eRGe Sine 
To meet, receive you, and approve your Choice. 
Q. 49. Firſt let my Virtue with my Mind cunſult. 
Noy. Nay, while we think, we ſtumble on our 
Or Priſon elſe; you know not whatthe Queen, 
rd jour vile Foes are now conſulting of. 
A. To fly ſuſpected, is to make me guilty; 
Yet ſhe condemns, and ſhuns me like a Monſter, 
Denies what to the meaneſt Criminal ſhe grants. 
IX r | 
M. ears, and Hopes, to be victorious ſtrive 
Li wag Winds o | 
They rouze the quiet Ocean in my 
Dev. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, to her Royal Siſter, 
The wrong d and bcauteous Majeſty of Scotland, 
Sends by her Slave, the deareſt of all Loves, 


But ſuch as Friends, and Royal F 


But to protect your Life againſt your Foes, 
Which ſtill 2 — 


Without are Officers 'd to wait you, 
— — 22 
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Command, ; 

1 — this — . inftantly attend her. [Exit. 
Nor. I Powers, aGuard! "4 HY 
M. Haſte, noble Duke, prevent her threatning 


—— bebaid Iam not worſe 
— you — — Fot heringay. g 
Nor. Oh rigid Caution! — ca 
You have done a cruel Juſtice on your ſelf, 
And quite undone your Norfolk. 
„„ 
er 
— + be but oh! — ox 
| EEG —— 
| — Granckanes = 
| Nor. O Tyrant Law! more cruel Greatneſs till! 
Man till forbidden, knew not what was Ill: 
And till Ambition ſow d the fatal Strife, _ 
| Husbands were bleſt, each Bride a ts 
* irtue once reign d, and then was ſo renown'd, 4 
J — — and Beauty oft was crown 
— K , 
happy Pair but lik d, and ſoon: 


free, til Pride got in by ftcalth, 
| — iy Wealth. 


LE. ſeucrally 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


8 


Mor. W tamous Daviſoa, tis in your Power, 
To be the Genius of your threaten'd 

py ce + ns ———_—_ 

A glorious Merit offers to eſpouſe 

And make your Name in En plan au renomn'; 

Your Miſtreſs muſt not ſee 

This you mult ſtudy to prevent, 

To give a Dagger to a Lunatick. 

. Co Sg ver Jonny” s Reſolve? 
Dav. Juſt as I fear d; for in her 
Early this Morn I found the Duke of Norfolk, 
Upon his Knees for the Queen 
At firſt ſhe ſtarted, whilſt x Eyes ſhot Flames, 
And bid him in a Fury ftraitbe — 
Then, with an elevated Tone, ſhecry'd, 

What muſt I ne'er be kneel d to, but for her? 
All Knees, all Hearts, muſt bend to her alone: 
Whilſt 1 like the dull laviſh Animal | 
That bore the Goddeſs 1 on his back, 
— — 2 —— 

Mor. Said rarely! 

Dav. Then on a ſudden, call'd him back again, 

— 992 ENEe her, 

And bid him go to the diſtreſt poor Queen, 
Sending her Ring, and with it many a Sigh; 
Tell her, faid ſhe, tho” Jealoufies of State 
Forbid that we ſhould meer, not many days, 
Not hours I am reſolv d to live, 
Vulefs I der in theſe Armsforever. 


Afr, Then all my jears again returp, 
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Dav. The Duke 
Roſe trom the Ground, exalted and inſpir d, 
Leaving the Queen with Cecil and my ſelf; 
But ſoon on us, pteſuming to adviſe her, 
She thunder d, as:h' Immortals on the Giants, 
| And made us feel what 'twasto war with Heaven: 
Then ina Rage ſhe darted from her Cloſet, 

And threw the Door ſo hard with ſuch a Fury 

(As | have ſeen her Father Harry do) 
That made us tremble. 


proud, 
And wou'd not ſtoop to fee the Scortiſh Queen, 
Yet ſhe ſeeks all Occafions out to meer her, 

| And therefore loiters like a Miſer*'s Ghoſt, 

| 3 —ů— 

0 Mor. This mi | dlow, or fall; 

F — — rem — 
Under Tops our Queen ſecurely lies, 

| He thinks he's clear d from all Accounts of Guilt, 
ET EDD. 

Ne er to 1 er to i 
Ito the Duke. | [Exiz. 
Dav. AndTl go ſeek the Queen, 

A, Daviſon is going out, Gifford meer; bim. 

What art thou, hat has haunted me fo long? 

Thou look ſt, as if thou mean'ſt to draw my Pictua 

Faw thee in he Preience ot the ä 

Which as I leit, thou follow'dit me, 

n. 

wou ich met Say, 7 
| Gif. AMan; 4 ” 

2 ö 

18 : . 
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A Miracieat Court; an honeſt Man. | 
Dar. That were in Truth, a Wonder. 
Gif. lama Prieſt. i 
Wals? 
ll have thee ſeia d. 
Gif. Thou hadſt better, if twere poſſible, 
The Guardian-Angel of thy Miſtreis ſeize: 
I'm hir'd to kill the Qu en. 
Dav. Oh! monſtrous Villain! 
Gif. I am no Villain, but a to Villains. 
Dav. Oh horrid! meſt unheard of Impudence ! 
oo 
Gif. le you are, I vou out, 
I came not here to act it, but reveal it. * 
Hell cou d not reſt, and know it. 


Am Witneſs too ſhe was conſenting to it. 

Dav. Wert thou alone toact this monſtrous Treaſon F 
_ Gif. No, five bold Traitors more, beſides my ſelf, 
(Curſt that my Name ſhou'd e er be read for one) 
Ail made of Nature's ſierceſt Mould, 
Have entred in a damn d Aſſociation, ads 
(Start all that's human and divine to hear) 
To kill the ! to murder Majeſty! 
Their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate, in Sport, | 
They made the Guilt of Chance: to one by Lot 
A Sword tell to his Share, the next a Gun, | 
The third a Piſtol, Poiſon had the fourth, 
The fifth choſe Water for the Deed, who was, 
I all the reſt had fail'd, t have funk her Barge, 
Rowing ſome Evening, as her Cuſtom is, 


Of a Stealer in a Glaſs, 
| — 4 — 
| In gloriousOftentacion of the Deed, 

i Painted on Tablets, ſet in Gold, with define 
| High in the midſt, and in his 
— — the thucen | 
Dav. Oh Villains! did'ſt thou ever ſee Queen Mary 3 
4 and have ſeen her Letters to the Pope, 

To the Contederates, and to Babington. 
Dav. 7 To fay! 8 


open; 
rere 
on? Then ſend the falſe, and keep the true ones by me. 
fo But bold, we are percei d, come follow me. 
— 1 
| 83 


| ä —————— Prins 
Dow. Ha! | 

AI. Ax. 1 

Why this Diſorder? wherefore didſt thou ftart? 

From Dow, Saw you that Fellow, Madam 


Bs Q. 3. 
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- Q. M. Yes, why asks thou 
Dow. 238 buta tudden Horror ſeia d me 
Was not that Daviſon and he together, 
In private — Ah, 11 | 
A Spy ot ity, a Legier 
Of Pc int our — Perſon, 
B r un ? 2 | 
(1 wiſh he's not the fame) —— 
With Navms, during your Impri Z 
Oh my prophetick Heart, warns and foretels me, 
There's Miichief gangering in your ſcarce clos d Wounds. 
Q. M. There's no Fear, for my kind Siſter's Love, 
And my own Innocence ſhall conquer all 
That Hell, or Malice, can invent againſt me, 
Dow. Wat mean theſe Props? O Stars! what means 


Young 5s never wept, nor trembled fo, 
For Pity they told the Fate of Kingdoms. 
Ab bri Star that e er adorn'd the World! 


Take, take young Dowglas* Counte], and retire! 
O ſhun this barb'rous Place, and fly this Moment. 
QA. Whatdoſt thou mean? | 
B — — OE a 
y ef eDeſtiny, that ſeems to 
As if I rav'd, but bleſt were you, 3 
Laſt Night, no ſooner was I laid to Reſt, 
But juſt three Drops of Blood fell from my Noſe, 
And ftain'd my Pillow, which I tound this Morning, 
And wonder'd at. I 
Q. 44. That rather does betoken 
Some Miſchief to thy ſelf. 
Dow. Perhips to Cowards, 
_ Whoprize their own baſe Lives; but to the Brave, 
"Tis always fatal to the Friend they love. 
Mark farther ; I was ſcarcely fall 'n aſleep, 
Laſt Night, no ſooner was 1 laid to Reſt, 
' Bur you were repreſented to my Fancy 
Deck'd like a Bride, wi:h Nor/0!: in your Hand; 
The amorous Duke, that ſmiles with every Glance, 


SEE TUEOEND EESUHE Hntdud os predope 


bat moſt we 


Yet thou wouldſt have me fly: W here ſhall | fly? 


Like one that in a Defart loſt his W 
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 Whil&tyoureturn'd them with more piercing Darts; 


But trait it ſeem d to lighten, anda Peal 
Of dreadful Thun er rent you from each other, 
Whilſt from the Cieling, painted o'er like Heaven, 


Methought I faw the furious Queen of England. 
| Deſcent in Famer, at which dread 5 
in Flames, at which dread Sight you vaniſh'd. 


QA. Theſe are but Starts of an o'er watchful Soul, 
Which always to us aſleep, 
mr — or with when we're awake. 
Ab my beſt Miſtreſs! on my Knees 1 
Tho'the brave Duke beas renown'd a52ny "> 
That e er the Ancients firſt choſe out for Gods, 
Tho' never Man fo rivall d all the Sex, 
—7———— Virtues, like himſelf, 
et for your precious Life's fake, that's more worth 
Than thouſand Du es, break off your Marriage with him. 
NM. My little Guardian Angel, thou haſt rous d 
And beat a War within my Breaſt, between 


The Intereſt of my Love, and Preſervation: 


Thou know ſt *rwas long conſulted, and 
Concluded beſt 1 — 5 0 
Leiceſter and Cecil, both have given their Words, 7 
And Morton too, to gain the Queen's Conſent. 
Dow. There's Marton in it, therefore go no farther. 
Q. 26. Thou wouldit ner have me-wed the gallant Duke, 


I dare not go to Scotland, that lays wait 
Tocatch me in an hundred Snaresof Death ; 


And into France I muſt not, will not go; 
| For then my Siſter might with Reaſon fay, 
I vent for Help to drive her from her Throne. 


Dow. See where he comes, juſt in the Moment, F 
on TIO ENCED | 12 
And fend to warn you, that you might avoid it. 

QM. What ſhall 1 do? Say, Dowglas, lo, I ſtand 
Sees ſeveral Paths, yet knowing not the right, 
Stands in amaze, and fears to venture upon any. 


1. 
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Enter Norfolk and Morton, 


Nor. What! what, in Tears, thou mourning Excellence? | 
Shed not the precious Balm in vain, but ſpare it | 
To heal the World, when Nature is a dying, 
And Chaos ſhall be threatned once again. 
239 large Empires for us, 
And when we have li Centuries in Love, 

many 


That ſhe can make; but if that Heart proves fatal. 
A wretched Load to curſe with Woes the Owner, © 
And ſink the noble Veſſel that it freights, | 
Think I deny you for your own dear Safety, 
Think I deny my ſelf ——run, fly, forſake me, 
Scek not for ſhelter in a falling Tower, 
But leave me to be wretched here alone. | 
Nor. Shou d all the Fiends break looſe, and ſtop my way, 
And yon blue marble Roof and Stars deſcend, 
To erum me and my I'd on this 
And periſh with my Love, but I'd enjoy her. 
Give me thy trembling Hand, the whiteſt Lily, 
3 
Chaſter, and purer tha Virgin Snow 
It tis a Sin to blot A withe Tex. | 
93 33 expiate its Crime, 
m wants a rougher Language, 
Tochdem Albion Queen. 
A. Norfolk, ceaſe. 
By ail your Hopes of Happineſs and mine, 


Tou 


Death of MA v, Queen of Scots. zy 
This Deed will bethe Ruin f ae hook - 


Too ſoon ſhou'd join his Ki co your Right. 
mags wool agg} ern ů ——— — 
Go i hoe er ſhe ſeems to frown, 
She'll IE when once tis done. 
Nor. your Woes now felt, and Joys to come, 
And more; 9 

Q. 44. Vb do you hold me? where d ye hurry me? 
To be your Fate ! to be your Enemy ? 

Nor. Remember, O remember Focheringay ; 
| Forgetnot what ic heard, andechoes ſtill, 
' | Yourottrepeated Vows, oo ev — ; 

| . M. Some pityini Angel above look 

And ſhew me ſtrait the toy > — 5 

2 the Sun ſets forth like a gay Bride man 


1 you. 6 
QM. Come then, conduct me, ſince I muſt. 


| Andnow Ambition, Empire, all be gone, 
Tou 1 


33 The ATZ oH Queens; , the 
Fm » 3 Crown. 


1 her 6ght; 
M. What's that you fay ? me | 
Joy ad pie — 


Giants fight ; 
Heart fays lay, 
tr hoc Lave ond Rev/en obey? : 
Do what you will with me, away, away. [ Retire. 
A Cecil, Daviſon, Lords, Arrendants, | 
—_—_ 7 — 
ang off on 


Q. E. Ha! fee my Lords, behold! 
Is that the Queen, and rg fo officious? 


Ani Geke thes plain my abſolute 
Q. A. Mas! let noe the noble Dake —— 
Nor bear a weight ſo heavy as your Anger, 
When I am thought by you the foul Aggreſſor: 
He only met a poor abandon'd Wretch, 
Loſt ina Wild, and put her in the way; 
For here 1 wander by my ſcif forlorn, | 
Know ew, and taken notice of by none. 
E. She has a Royal Preſence, awtul Form! 
By tho'e bright Conſtellations o'er aur Heads, 
Which Story teigns were charming Women once, 
There is not halt that Beauty in thoſe Orbs, 
Nor Majeſty on Earth. [ Aſede. 
Think you. my Lords, | 
That ſhe appears fo einde bee: 
Give meaGlaſs — ha! how's this plac d! 
ht a vile Curl, and aukward Patch is here! 
Look but on her, and yet wethinks, 
She's much beholden to her Sable Dreſs, 


As thro* a Sky of Jet, Stars glitter moſt. 
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Cesc. tod Charms of Scotland's Queen, 
— — 
E. Na), no | flatter | Lord, 
j 'Tis by es ore 
That Princes are fo wretched, ne er to know 
The Errors of their Perſons, or their Minds. 
| Q. Af. What! nota word! am not I worth one word?! 
| Now Stars! I dare you no to do your worſt. 
„ Ha! ſhe ſhoots Magick from Looks, 
E. Ha! i ber 
And every Word's a Charm that ulls my Rage; 
Like falling Drops of mild and Rain, 
+ det, Ag 
me now m » Pity, Friends, 
4 22 dende tere 
M. Nor yet a ! not one kind Look upon me > 
No Token that I once was Scotland's Queen : * 
QB. Hear'ſt thou this Burlegh — cruel Devi/en ! 
—— — ye Brood of Wolves and Tygers! 
turn d me into Stone, more monſtreus your 
It 1berlookon her _ 
1 on her, ſhe awes m "np 
ork: Light 


r Ganonet . | 

M. Did Ie er think our Meeting wou'd þ 

Tins Mary and — — 

So do the Chriſtians with the Pagans treat, 

The brave Plantagenet with Ottoman, 

The Golden Eagle with the Silver Creſcent, 

But never thus, the white Croſs with the re . | 

Voman 

She melts, yet ſain would hide it happy Sign. 
Qu. The friendly Ocean when the World was made. 

Took care to join our Kingdoms near togerher, 

R 
e, who one ov! 

Of the fame Sex, > he | 

And one rich Blood travels thro both our Veins. 

Shou'd vc thus meet, and at a diſtance talk? 

Ca. QE. Support me, Cecil. 


Q. al. 
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a The beauteous Margaret, your Rojal Aunt, 1 


Brow 

For if ſhe had I never had been born, - 

And you not known the hated Queen of Scotland. 
Q. E. Come litt me from the Place where I am 


On Wings of Angels bear me to her Arms. 
a Whate'er be the Effets of Nature's Power, 
In your hard Breaſt; I'm ſure that part of you, 


Q 
E. Throw thy lov'd Arms, as I do mine, about thee, 

1 
Oh! tis too great, it is | 
r * — | | 

. T juries farewel, Woes be baniſh'd; 
+ now, and Pleaſures fill my Ereaſt; , 
were not half fo when | eſpous'd, 
rr 
And la'd me down the Queen of half the World. 
I teel the Blood of both our Anceſtors, 


pe 
r! 
 Worſhipthis Token, asglud Saints receive 
door wager Fo as 
4 | | 
Give my wild Joy ſome Breath, ſome Room to walk i; 
O! Ifhall into a thouſand Pieces! | * 
As Atoms, as my Queen has Charr gg ._—_ 
A Years of Pain is not enougf., | 


_ 


| That ſhe is kind, and thinks me innocent 
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Innocent ! that one Word's tar above 


he Wealth of Crowns, nay all but you, and Love. 


| Y — 4 
native bins y Breaſt, as 


ſh'd; 


Hear, thou wide Ocean, hear thy Albion Queens, 
Let my dread Voice, far as thy Waves be heard, 


my Guilt no more, 
trom mine. 
Down on your Knees-— All that regard my Frowns, 
Behold your Queens, both Scot and Engliſh here, 


Nom Silver —_ — — 
Wi Hermony Drums and Trumpets Sound, 
Not me, not her alone, not one, but both, 
Sound Mary, and Elizabe:h, your Queens. 
[ Kertle- Drums and Trumpets ſound, and beat here; 
then all riſe again from kneeling. 
QM. O! be leſs kind, leſt Fate ſhou'd ſnatch my 


And hoard em up for an immortal Treaſure, 
For they're too great for mortal Senſe to bear. 

Q. E. I do her wrong to keep her from new Joſs 
Zach Moment ſhall beget, erch Hour bring 
Freſh Pleaſures, and rich Welcomes to delight her, 
her Table, deck the Bed of State, 


| Lether Apartment ſhine with golden Arras, 


Strew Pertumes in her way, ſweeter than Incenſe, 
Rare as the Sun drawsevery Morning up, 


F And as the Breath upon ber ; 
E ma 


k ing 


Haſtea to meet, and lovingly embrace, 


ound whene'er ſhe wakes or ſleeps, 
Mufick as fweet, harmonious, and as till, 

As does this ſoft, and gentle Boſom fill. 

Thus let us go, with hand in hand combin'd, 

The white. with the red, thus ever join d. 

And Albany with Allien no more war; 

Bur thus we'll live, and walk thus every Day, , 
Til from the Verge of Life, we drop away. 

So have we ſeen two Streams, with eager Pace, 


Making 
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Making one Current, as we make one Soul, 
Till Arm in Arm, they in the Ocean roll. [Exeunt, 


ACT W. SCENE I. 


Enter Cecil and Daviſon, /everally. 


Cer. FF JEEP, Datiſon, and drown thy Head in Tearsy 
Or let thy Tongue for Eloquence ſo tam'd, 


——— 


That fir'd the Duke's fond Paſſion for the Queen, 
Then like a Villain, to his Foes betray'd Hm; 

This of Deluſion has diicover d, 
Whate er the brave, and generous-hearted Man 
Cec. What Token, or what Circumſtance of Trea 
Amongſt bis Papers tound you 2 | 

Dav. Very little; 
Beſides his aim to wed the of Scosland. 
Tet one thing points ſatne colour of a Guilt. 
It did he furniſh'd ler with Money 
To aid her Friends in Scotland, who. you know, 
No at this time invade ou: Engliſi Bord: rs. 
— 1 which, aias! was found 
the Quilt, beneath poor N»folk's Bed, 
Plac'd there on parpo, 8 por dy all, 
By Hickford, 2 ck of the Duke's, 
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Who, apprehended, has accus'd his Maſter. 
xeunt. Read here a Liſt of ſeveral Lords, his Friends, 
As Arundel, Southamptos, and ſome others, 

All order d to be taken. 

EY Cec. Cruel chance! 
W hat Temper holds the 
— At one ſhe lighs, and pities the fall'n 
222 — and 
CTCec. O ſhe mult worſe be 
How will ſhe bear her ſelf when 
The foul Conſpiracy of 


in this extreme? | — 
1 


3 
before to morrow ; 
ſhall know 


Babmgton | | 
I Place Gifford ready as the Queen 38 
5 *Tis dangerous to conceal it any 
md, | Metbinks Ipity leſsthe fate of Mary, 
Now it has coſt the ruin of the Duke. 


See where he comes, wou'd Cecil had no Eyes; 
Yet he bears manly up, rears his ſtout bead, 
Like abold Veſſel in a Storm, and ſcatters 


Bright beams of Majeſty chro' all hs Clouds, 


Room for the Duke 
Nor. Room for the Duke! Room for no Duke, no 
1 Subſtance now, | 
| The Emblem ot diſſembling Greatneſs rather. 
| Man is the trueſt Dial of his Fate, 

His Prince's Favour, like the Sun at noon, 

Shews not a thing ſo beautiful and gay, 

— — — 
is growing ſhadow on the ground; 

O Cecil! — — undone me; 
x by thy cruel caution in thele fetters, 

And by the Traitor Mor:oz thus betray'd. 

Cec. Theſe Tears be witnefles, I never meant it. 
Nor. I muſt believe you, yet you are 
Too good a Stateſman, and too nice a Friend. 
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Cic. By all that's juſt, you wrong the Love 1 bear 


Behold the Queen— I'll gain your Life, brave Duke, 
Or hazardnow my own. 


rer Q Eliz. Morton, Cues, Gands, Ladies. 


Moſt merciful, moſt royal, and belov'd ! 

Behold your Cecil bends, who ne er yet ſu d 

To y ou in vain—O ſpare the gallant Duke, 

Who in this Act of Adoration, vows, 

Hence forth to prove the abe of your Vaſlals, 

And from this Hour to ab} of Scotland. 
Nor. Hole, 


Burligieh, not for the Globe; 
2 — — 1 e e, us fall, 
y my 
Thus Fil ask pardon, tho' I never wrong d you. (Kneels. 
"Tis but a word, and I'll do't again: 
Por Kings are like Divinities on Earth, 
Whom none can ſerve, but muſt ſometimes offend ; 


What! to fave my Life! 2 hated Skull! 
Sie docs 3hevetiibna, - | 
Reap d from this Body like a Field of Corn; 
Tet after all, not one ſhou'd be fo baſe. 

Q. E. You'll find, bold Duke, this one has faid too 


much, 
And done more than athouſandHeads can anfwer—. 
Go ſend him to the Tower. 
Il have have him try'd to morrow, and if guilty, 
Beheaded ſtrait ; ſend his ambitious Head, 
To travel for that airy Crown it look'd for; 
And tell me when tis off, if then it talks, 
Or calls out for bis Allan Queen io help him 
Oh where, my Soul! is there a Friend that's juſt? 
Orakter him a Manthat I can truſt ?— (A. 


8 * 
2 rey who ro ad * 
aer than all the — 
This Ile had . Ama 
en IT 
1 — — 5 | 

| — al —— raitor 
| on ip 10 mary es an * 
— — =—_ 
_ d by Trait Lam ben 
— — "i 
WOOD! _—_—Jr_ 
—.— —— * 

pegrant Women i . 5 
5 Pac _ 
. y with him, and = 
"On. be Finely Fowers, 7 4 
An —— all ye mildly 
= watt _— | e 
But may your ſe, diſturb — Y F 


d too | Y Acculers 
bene er ſhe falls, may her 
f — eee orden Bowel fe 
: — — _ 
hich word - are 
Waker © than the bf Trampet found, | 
T — Ü— wang 
— | | 
= 
— 
| Queen ? 


QE. 
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Then glut your ſelves with Slaugh — | 
— much tor the Duke — call Gifordin——« 


Tnſpir'd from above, diſcovers that himſelf 
With five bold Rufhans more, were all ſet on 
Queen of Scots to murder you. 
QE. To murder me! 
Dev. With Sacrament they bound it, 
More horrid, than e er Catiline invented, 
Who to enſlave Rome ty id it with human Blood. 
Firſt view the Monſters pictur d to the life, 
Each with their ſeveral laſtruments ot Fate 
War d in his Hand, with which to Hell they ſwore, 
If either of em fail'd, to write your Doom. 
Q. E. Protect me Angels! | 
Cec. What does this make you ſtart ! 
Do theſe ſtrange Hieroglyphicks raiſe your wonder? 
The Slave that fired the gaudy Fane at Epheſus, 
Deſerv'd to bea Saint tothele; he trove 
ITE 
Heaven and the World, —— — 
Aud tell Mankind they glory in the Dee d. 


re | Death of Many, Queen of Scots. 47 
y ib} Q. E. What's here! a Latin Sentence which their chiet 
[| Docs icem to bellow from his helliſh Mouth. 
Thele are the Men whom Danger only leads 
nere is thy Face makes one among the Ruffians. 
ts. | QB. rell che reſt. | 
—f Gif. I will; but wonder when you hear what Men 
Of ſeveral Stations club'd to do this Miſchief: 
| The Elements ace not fo aptly mixt 
ro makea perfect World, as they to act a Deed, 
wou d ſtartle Nature, and unfix the Globe, 
And hurl it from its Axle tree and Hinges. 
1 | en rich, and of Birth ; 


ne came to me for Leave to go to France. 


Gif. The ſame. | 
QE. Ob horrid! who can read a Villain! | 


w ſubtly Nature paints, hides a falſe Heart, 
ſhroudsa Traitor in an Angel's Garb.! 


_ Gif. Courtier. 
Cec. What, s own Servant? 
I. Dav. I now him too, his Father's only Hopes, 
n 
4 if. This Baruwel———turbulent, and precipitate, 
F} Abloody minded Wretch, fit for the Decd; 
| Ces. Ibeiievecxch Word thou fay'lt, 
Without his Country it cou'd have been no Plot. 
FF Gif. $ ——aRuffian of the worſt Degree, 
Aud never to inted as he is, | 
3 and tann'd in Blood. 
E. _—_—— 2, Retuge now 
Gif. The fifth is Charnocł, Student of As . 
Laſtly, to make the Compound great, my ſelf. 
9 I've heard too much, hence and be dumb tor ever. 
Q. E.} © tor the Quiet that my Mind has loſt ! 
Strip me ol Glory, Titles and Renown, 


+ See, Monſter, 
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Fl em all tor that ſo bleſt Nepoſe, 
Laf Night ck me not this Prayer : 
urn e Hairs to Snakes my Head, 

To hiſs me from the Stage ot mortal Life, 
Melt this loath'd Diadem with Lightning down, 
Not as it ran before it was a Crown, 
And to a Deſart let me ftrait be ſent, 
1 T0 — — 1 
c. Tis fit you 
And let the Queen immediately be ſeia * 
Q. E. 'Tisfalſe, ſhe isabus'd, and this is ſorg d: 
 Sheis not, nay, ſhe ſhall not guilty be. 
— { Traitor! altogether 7 4 
Be ſure thou prov” A ve wap upon my 
| —— wk the ſmalleſt 1 
Or Iwill rack thee with tea thouſand Tortures, 
No l will have thee long, long Years a 
Feed thee by Wei * 2 Grain a 4 
— 
* 
Quiet me. 
Cec. Tia the Requeſt of 3 
That you'd be pleas d toſeize the Queen of Scorland, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould act whatis but yet defign'd. 
Dav. Your facred Lite's in Hazard every Hour 


Ve'llno 
E. — was this hidden from meſo ? 
| „ 1 rte 


And then ne er felt the Blow, cauſe unſuſpected, 


Death of Many, Queen of Scots. 
Rut now ten thouſand Deathsare not fo painful 
As this curſt Life, which thou doſt ftrive to ſave. 

My Soul's in Torment, ion, all - 

In this loath'd Act which thou would'ſt have me do. 


| 4 — 1 — ies betray d, 
our 2 to Foreign ign Monſters, 
ts | Dye, andbequeaththe Dagger in your Breaft, 
To brood, and get an hundred thouſand more, 
E 
e w 4 
| Renwalng 7 2 
4 E. n 
70 2 5 
My Boſom, and then ſhut her in a Crate? 
| "Twas but laſt Night ſhe had another Priſon. | 
c. There's now no Time tor Anſwer or Diſpute ; 
Either reſolve her Fate, or bear your own. 
XE. Be gone, I charge you, tempt your Queen ne 


1 more, 
Woman was form d of Mildneſs, Love and Pity, 
Take from me firſt the Softneſs ot my Sex. 
ee Monſter, Man! 
̃ 2 Hyrcanian Tyger, 
e Tyger 
Cec. Then you'll ſhut your Ears to all afeCounſel, 
* hav — — 
y have amy Duty, 
d my ſelf of your a . 


6 


And 
but ere that dreadful Day of Eclipſe, 
Come Davin, — of pede ah 
Far we'll remove where ſuch a horrid Decd 


all neither blaſt our Eyes, not reach our Ears. 
England farewecl; I've ſerv d you well and long; 
Ve ll not ſtay here to be good Countel's Martyrs, 
> long? N lad to be torn in Pieces by the Rabble, 
| C | 


When 
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When you are dead, which we forwarn'd youof. 
Tuo neer ſo juſt, 2nd cautious of your Fame 

A King's Miſcarriage isthe Stateſman's Blame. 

. F. Stay, | command you—— 
Arreſt a Crown! lmpeach a Sovereign Queen * (Afsde. | 
Here. take my Crown, firſt, or kill me, 
Let Gifford's Dagger 


me 
do its fatal Office; 
Then like a Neſt of 1 yrants you may reign, 


And under publick Laws do publick Wrongs, 


AN. Turn, turn your Face, and give one long'd 


vain ? : 
Nay, then ll bind you with thoſe Chains of ſhi 
Lean my fad Check on jour a. and mix your Tears 
mine. 


Rouze vour imperial ( 
An awful, and offending Step. 

Cec. For now yourWildom, 
Nay, and the Livesof — 


Ide. 


| Vil you 
I Now when a Queen, an injur d Queen implores ? 


plead "HY . a 
s n y flowing Torrent, 
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What is my Crime? yet wherctore do I ask / 
For Chains look lovelier far about theſe Arms 
Than Diamonds ; and Tears on my Neck 
More beautitul than Strings of Orient 


you'verobb'd me of your ſelf. 
are impeach'd, 


(nocent ! 
Q. A. Hear Thrones and Powers, that guard the In- 

What! kill my Siſter ! hurt your precious Life ! 

OMonſter of Invention! Cruel — 

Aud oh vile begot in Hell! 

Nay, then | ſee my Ruin is decreed, 

The Duke muſt dic, and | muſt ſuffer too. 

But cruel Foes, had you no way but this ? 

To blaſt me with eternal Intamy! ?! 

And oh bright V ? is there none in Store? 

Will Fate, that Providence from none debar, 

And iving Inſet claimsa Share? 

your Adamantine Doors, 


r 


Of cruel Brutus, that condemn d his Son; 
For this is now my Trial. 


„ M. Sa 
„ade n 
Da v. The traitor has confeſs'd his Guile and yours, 
Vith Letters that you ſign d to do the Deed. 
Q. A. Hear, hear juſt Powers! and all your Guard of 
La 


i fam'd! 
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Doub!y of Kin, in Royalt / and Blood, 
And ean you hear your Siſter, hear your (elf fo ſtain d 
Q. E. O blame not me, but curie the Fate of Princes 
We are but Guardians ot our Subjects Rights, 
And Stewards ot our own, none bound io f. ſt 
To keep the Laws they make, asthe Creators ſelves. 
Alas! I am like one, that fees tar off, 
ge 2 — 
But ty'd by Oath, and cannot ſtir to help you. 
Q. AM. This Babingron, 
Muſt be ſome Villain hir d to do this Treaſon, 
Ad lay it upon me: but bear me witneſs all, and you 
That of disjointed Atoms form d the Sun, 
The ſhining Heavens, the Planets, and the World, 
So wonderful and glorious as they are, 
Who ſees into the and all its Walks, 
Thro this dark Mould, tranſparent as aGlafs! 
O may theſe fatal Eyes, wor ſhipp'd like Stars, 
Drop from this Viiage once like Heaven ador'd, 
And leave this Face a Death's Head tobe ſhun'd; 
Or may this horrid Hand, ihis Hand, or this, 
That once was | with the Breath of Kings, 
That kneel'd to kiſs this 
May it drop from me like a wither'd Branch, 
From this vie Stock, and never ſprout again, 
If cer | will'dthe Deed, or 


d ſuch Letter. 
Q. E. Tis time for me to go, 


O pity d Queen! 
E Is then your toaſted Love, debas d to Pity ? 

O ay! and mingle Kindneſs with your Juſtice; 

I beg not ter my ſelt, but for my Fame, | 

To dye's na Pain, but to dye branded is a ttou'and Deaths, 

F. Enough! tis Cruelty in me to 

192 * 

QA. vet l intreat you to ſlay: 

Are you ſo cruel to believe me pe jur d? ( Holds her, 
QE. Let looſe, for Pity of us both, let go, 

The World has not ſo griev d a N reich as l, 


| 


d, this innocent Hand ; | 


— al 


SELF HOEpYbmSz gy many ws 
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* 


deset er- 


Here let m 
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And thou lay ſt hold ſo weak a Bough, 
That the leaſt weight will Gok me quite with thee. 

Q M. Hear me, thou deaf and cruel Queen: ah no! 
Thou mild as Babes, and tencer as their Mothers! | 
Hear me but this, this once, this laſt hat neither 
Then to juſt Heaven l knee}, and not tothee, — 

— * 1 (Kneels. 

Dav. clear and ſpotleſs as the Light you are, 

Yet that muſt be examin'd by the Laws; — 


T be Lords muſt quit 


T Muſt the Law then jedge me ! 
Nay, then lll riſe witi» ſhame from this mean Poſture; 
andrew? indie dininty of Kings, 
Dart from abo e, to hear it ſelt protan'd; 
Stretching my Soul and Limbsto ſuch a vaſtneſs, 


As the firſt Race of Mankind ere the Fluod, 


W hen Heroes more than mortal rul'd the World. 
Come bring me ſtrait to this condemn'd Tribunal; 
Then all the Courage 
Ot my imperial Anceſtors inſpire 
This Breaſt, from Fergus firſt. to ame: n 
Laſt of his Race, that ſway d che Scorriſh Globe, 
For futteen hundred Years ſhine thro my Face; 
Print on my at > . Look, 
Defend Royal Right, me plead, 
— Eyes, and ſtrike my dead. 

Q E. If Marys Fate were ſentenc d tha Reck 
If that were Judge, I wou d this Hour acquit her; 
Depend upon thy Innocence and me, 


When that is clear d, we both ſhall 


olds her. 


pity 
. M. Fux abr you! ? Lwlcetdyefo manly, 
in Chains, yet Im more brave and free, 
2 , and do pity thee; 
Thou canſt not take my Life; burif thoudares, 
Ill leave a Race as numerous as the Stars; 


VV hilſt thou ſhalt fall with Barrenneſi accurſt, 
And thy tormented Soul, with Envy burſt; 


C3 
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To ſee thy Crown on Mary's Iſſue ſhine, 
And Exgland ever bleſt with Scoe:and's Line. 


Q. E. Stay Siſter, ſtay; (Exit guarded, 


But oh? like the diſtracted Mother roar, | 
W hoſe Child a Wolf bed from its Cradle bore ; 
Haſtes to its aid, and all the way in vain, 

To Heaven, and to the Savage does complain; 
Speaks the Beaſt Rind, till hearing as he flies, 
Betwixt his Teeth her tender Infant's Cries; 
Then ſhe adds Wings, and in her flight does rave, 
With eager Hopes its precious Life to fave: 

Bur finds the Monſter with her Bowels gor d, 


And ia her Sight, is panting Limbs devour'd. (Exennz. 


N ; is 4 4 3 * 2. * ALA 7 4 , . 
SC 


ACT. SCENE I. 
Exzr Morton and Daviſon ſeverally. | 


Mar. ELL have we met, thou Machiauel of 
Ex 


And rival to great Cecil in his fame; 
There's ſomething of Importance on thy Brow, 
V bereon I read the great Deli s Fate, 

Dav. Queen Mary is condemn'd, and which is worſe, 
The Sentence of the Duke, muſt reſt no longer, 
And Norfolk is this Hour to loſe his Head. 
ES LL IN 

as t the means to urge 

Dav.. He had obtain d his . 
His Circumſtance of Treaſon was ſo flight. 
Poor Duke ! the moſt unfortunate and brave. 

He comes to meet his Death, within theſe Walls, 
dere ſhe mult enter, and prepare for her's, 
And Chance, alas! may be ſo kind or crusl, 


Su ak Fo. 
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el of 


To 
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To let them meet her Sentence was pronounc d, 
And ſhe preparing hither in herBarge. 

Mor. How did the haughry Queen ſubmit her ſelf ? 

Dav. This great Commiſſion, which conſiſted of 
Alt the Queen's Lords, and Counſel ors of State, 


S with five of the Judges) 


The higheſt Throne of upon Earth; 
Yet ſhe contemn d. and icorn'd em 25 too baſe, 
To fit upon, —ü— — 
Mor. How cou'd you then 
Dav. Tie Court oer es Might Ceo, 
But as a Perſon taken inte Protection. 
Mor. A nice Diſtinction that, and bke your 8 
Dav. At laſt, having deny d with 
The Legal Power of this Imperial Court, 
And finding all too plainly prov'd againſt her, 
As a rare Swimmer, ſhipwrack'd on the Ocean, 
22 wy 90" gw 
with all his Arts to reach it, 
— o'er contentedly to drown ; | 
So ſhe ſatdown, and mildly then fubmined. 


Mor. But what was the moſt ftabbing Proof againſt 


ber? 
had with Babington ? 
Dav. Behold the Duke'sjuſt coming RY 
The Queen is entering too: tis as l fear'd. (Bunt. 


| Enter 9. Mary and Guards. The Duke of Norfolk and 


two Guards, an going to Execution. 


QA. Muſt the brave Duke, receive his dearh to-day ? 
Dew. Alas, fee where he comes, a fight will kill you. 


Q lead me, drive me this ditmal 


Will the Queen's Malice hunt me tothe laſt? 

Nor leave me, when I'm at the Bounds of Death? 

Was there no time but now No way but this? 

O hide mein the Boſom of yon Cloud, | 

Or cover me with Mountaias to avoid him. Noe. 
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Nor. My Queen! my lovely Alban Queen! fure I'm 

Already dead, and this the happy Region, 

W here Soul's like her's, receive their bleſt Rewards. 
Q. M. Turn, much wrong'd Duke, cre Death ſeals 
RE. ; 

This moment tear em out, as I wou'd mine: 

Shun me, as here thou wou dſt thy horrid Fate, 

Or Mouth of Bafilisk ———— 


1 more welcome Gueſt than I? 
And worſe to ſee me, than to feel the Blow ? 
Nor. By all your Wrongs, and mine 

M. O come not near me, 
"Tis faid, a murder d Body, tho' tis cold, 
And all its Veins fronen and congeai'd in Death; 
When he approaches nigh that did the Deed, | 
warm d by che mighty Power of juſt Revenge, 
Pours ã warm Flood, and bleedsatreſh, 
Why dart you not a Pealof Curſes on we? 
Your Eyes Prome:hian Fire to blaſt my Soul? 
And why's not every Hair upon thy Head 
Arm'd like the briſtle Porcupine againſt me / 


Nor. Love's Wounds may bleed in Death, but ne 


SGrief eaſe; 

The Ax, theſe Guards, and this grim Pomp of Fate, 
Stir me no more than ated in a Play. 
My Love's immortal, too divine to fear, 
And teels no Horror, but to part with you. 
Ocou'd l but redeem your precious Lite, 
I'd fly to meet the Torments of the Fiends, 
A thouſand Years, anddie thus every day. 

Q. M. Alas! moſt pity'd Prince! force not theſe 


Drops, 
Tears. the kind Balm, to eaſe all tortur'd Breaſts 


But mine; and mine finds no relief be gone oh no--- 


For you muſt ne er return — let me de gone. | 
Nor. For Death I am prepar'd, but not to part with 


M. 


Feser r 


; 
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Or Hours perhaps, and we ſhall meet again. 

We both are in the Baliance, weigh d for Death, 
You in the finking Scale, that's near the Grave, 
And | hang tottering here in hopes to follow. 
Nor. By Mercy, that fill guards the Throne of Princeſs, 


2 


The Queen, tho Woman, ne er can be focruel. 


What! Shed the Blood, th: ſacred Blood of Kings! 
Blaſphemy unpardon d to ſuſpect it. 

But it ſhe dare, Ira Hy 

Arm'd witha Legion in the Shades below, 

Guarding like Gods, the utmoſt Fort of Life, 


| And drive your lovely Spirit back, to be 


Inſhrin d within this facred Mould again | 
. . Oh Duke! are you focrucland unkind? 


I Thadbuttwopriz'd Friends, in all the World, 


The Quern, and you, and ſhe forbids me Earth, 
W- ill you deny me Heaven? fou _ 

Nor. Away, your s me on the Race, 
Svvitt as the mind — _— my Soul ſha!l fly, 


And make the Scaffold but one ſtep to Heaven. 


N. And til l come, your H ippineſi to ice, 
r r OY 

Nar. Yes, a |the ſhining Holt ſhall plead 
Round the Etherial — — 
Shall be the Theme ot their immortal "WM 
Whilſt for R their Cryſtal Trumpets ſound, 
Till their ſhrill Voice to frighted Mortals bound; 
The Stars ſhall ſhake, the Elements be aw'd, 
And both the Gloves ſhall teel th avenging od. 

Q. M. No more; 


Our Souls ſhall ſoon a joyful Meeting have; 
| But to our Mortal Parts, a long Farewel. 


(Exeunt ſeverally. 


(love, with @ Table, Pen, Ial and Paper, and Chair,,) 
Exter Euzaberh and Ladies. 
Q. E. A Midnight Silence fics upon the Mora, 


| The Eye of Day ſhuts, 1 


5 _ And 
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And ſeems the ſetting. not the riſing Sun. 
I want no Glories that the Worid can give, 
Crownson my Head, ani Kingdoms at my Nod; 
Yr where's the Quiet, where's the Freedom here? 
_ EnteyCecil and Daviſon. 
Dav. My Lord, | fear we havetrangre{s'd too far 
Upon the Queen's moit privae 


Ces. Thoughts, or no Thoughts, we muſt and will | 


awake her. | 
Yet hold, let us retire within hearing, 


Till he is pleas d to call. (Retires.. | 


E. Norfole is now no more. 
His 's free from Pain, his Mind from Fear, 
And fees, like mine, no doletul Peatings here. 


Curit be this Crown, and this loarh'd Scene of Power, 


And curſt this Head that e er the Magick wore. 

The careleſs ds Breaſt 'cels no ſuch Sting, 

More lov'd, obey'd, and | appier than a King; 

His Subjx&s do not one another hate, | 

For Malice, or for J:alouiyof State; 

But har: leſly the Ewe, and creſted Ram, 

Walk fide by lide,. and guard the tender Lamb. 

Who's there? (Re-enter Daviſon and Cecil. 
Cec. What wou d your Majeſty ? | "= 

Q. E. Welcome, kind Cecil, to aſſiſt me; 

Welcome, I hope, torid this Breaſt ot Tortures. 

What fay the Council to their Queen's Demand? 

Shall my Dear Siſter live? ſhail I be happy ? [ 

Speak, Daviſon, andtell your Miſtreſs' Doom; 

Quick, for my Soul now ſtarts to meet the Sound. 


Dav. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, your faithtul 
To what youurg d. that Mercy ſhou'd be ſhewn 
To one of Mary's Dignity and Scx, 

And near Relation, both in Blood and Title to you; 
They humbly offer, that no Sex, nor Greatneis, 
Nay, were they ſprung from the fame Royal Father, 
Ought to protect Offenders ꝑainſt their Sovereign; 
And boldly tell you, Mercy isa Crime, | 
When ĩt is ſhewato one that has no Mercy ; 


5 
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If any ſuch ſhou d be, to 


| Dai nn lj hand wy wh, 
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She wou'd have taken your Life, | 
Which is not fate as long as Mary lives, 
Whom if you fave, in hopes that Heaven will ſpare you, 
Tis not to truſt to Mercy, but provoke it. 

1 5 Is thisthe Cenfare then, of your molt wiſe 
. | 
Dav. 


your Welfare, 
Is far more worth than all our Lives and Fortunes. 


Cer. To that Objection ot your Majeſty, 


That this may draw a War from Francs or Spain; 


We all 


with one entire Coaſent, 


guard your Crown 
And Royal Perſon, with our Lives and Fortunes - 
And ſuch fond Fears are held i 


For they can ne er hurt England, but by her, 
Dangers at her Death will vaniſh, 
your Sov* 


And all fuch 
Q. E. ls this your Aaſwer to 
This all the Kindneſs that t teg? 
Dev. All fix'd, and firm as Fate, we arereigly'd _ 
Like Rocks to ſland the Tempeſt of vain Pity, | 
3 . is to be loyal: 


— the Tyrant — — 


TR A rang 
1k 
A no leſs bmi or tour thinkin 


Than once was faid of Courddine of Sicily, 


Ad Charle: of. ——— the Lie | 
wid. — is the Life” 


tbe wr ergo ——_—_ 


Q. E. ———ͤͤ ——-„— 
Are Kings Vicegerents of your Rule on Earth? 
Breathes the rich Oil yet on our Brows? 

And are we thus oblig a7 b are but two — 
din ſures which tap us like your Elves, 


Mercy and fole Prerogative, and 


reign's Tears ? 
can 
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e 
Q. E. Th hear no more Hail pious Confeſſor 
In vain we { trom Edward's ſacted Line; 
1 from this Hour the Tyrant will begin. 
Throw off — — ——— 
No more be tam'd fort merciful abroad, 
But turn my Scepter to an lron Rod. 
For if thou woud'ſt be great, thou rather muſt, 
Be —— Cruelty. — for Juſt: 
Hence and be gone, Thunder bring, 
[ Ex. Dav. and Cec. 
Fell as a Woman, awtulasa King 


W hat have | done? eta King. == {6 _ 
Heaven keeps at awfuldiſtznce now, and treats not 
as it with Monarchs did of old, 


That on each — Ruin l muſt run, 
Or take my Siſter's Life, ot lole mj own. 
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Q E. Thou ſceſt how 12 

Tia vain to hide what thou haſt Epe gad, | 

How backward | am ſtillto Cruelty ; 

How loch to drain the Blood even ot my Foes. 

Is there no way to fatisty my People, 

Nor jealous Power, bby my ders Dank? 
Dau. 1 wou'd adviſe; | 

oy oh! What hopes can that have 

Of Cure, whoſe Patient throws away his Medicine, 

r So] | kneel 

To you wiſeſt, charming'ſt Queen on Earth, 

The pe frat Pattern ot thoſe Powers above; 

Lacht the more y'are good in Mercy ſhine; 


1 —— 


Irres, zer 4 erer peer 
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| your 
| That Spain has an Armado launch 


I bead it run in Whiſpers thro” the Houſe, 
Aud all the Lords that fat upon the 


. : 
* * — 
a 
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They ſeem more fix: to fave ſuch Excellence, | 


Which cannot be but by the Death of Mary. 
Q. E Screech Owls, dark Ravens, and amphibious 
Monſte:s | 
Are ſcreaming in that Voice Fly from my Sight; 


Run. Monſter, find, and ſerk thy Habitation, 


here tuch loath'd Vermin build their fatal Neſts, 
Or tink there to the Center as thou kneel ſt, 
Rather than that ſhou'd be, riſe and be gone. 

Dav.This ſhall not fright your Slave from his lov'd Duty, 
Nor from this humble Poſture ; no, unleſs | 

You take this Weapon in your Roy. l Hand, 
And thruſt it in your Servaut s faithful Breaſt, 


And let outall my Blood that's loyal; yer 
When Iam dead, io well you are blos d. 
There's none ot all your Subjects bu: wou d bleſs you, 
Thus knee!, implote. and hug the Fate that i had. I Ri/es, 
E. Be gone quick. Daria. thou fatal Charmer, 


Thou ſubtle Mouth of the deluding Senate 

Dav. Alas! what Endscan your kind People have ? 
Whar priva- e Benefit can they pro 
By t is Queen s D. ath, but to 


ere your Reign? 


| Whichistheall, andonlyBlefſingaim'd at. 


n_ 
E. © bm? 
. 


» ſo vaſt, 
That o er our narrow Seas will form a Bri 
To let in all their Living to this iſland; 
INS cw 
»ofriohted tber 81 
And ſcarce'y can perceĩve a Cloud far off, 
— Vai — * 
E. Vain ' * E 
Dau. Upon this dreadful Rumour, ſtrange Alarm. 


Nes is brought 


That this Invaſion was tor Marys fake; 
Aud if you will not fign her ſpeedy Death, 
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They mult be torc'd to fly, or ſet up her, 
In hopes that hen ſhe reigns, that pruſperous Act 
May expiat e their Crime in judging her. 
Q. E. Ha! 
Dav. 'Tis moſt true; can you condemn em for t? 
Sign but the Warrant, ſtay the Execution, | 


Ani then perhaps, 222 find 
How much their did condeſcend for them, 


May ſooa re ent, and with ſubmiſſive Tears 
Requeſt that Life, which you ſo long had begg d 
In vain ot them. 

QE. I haveconfider'd—-write. 

 Dav. 1 | 


May live the tll Age of dan, and ſing. 
be 4s * * 
E. I fay Oven? 
aun e 
Condemn to die her Couſin and a Qeen! 
Diſpatch, and let thy Pen fly o er the Paper, 
Switt as the Quill upon an 


For it 14 —— one Moment for Repens 


© Hadſe thou the Tongue, the Eloquence of Angels, 
It were it vain to alter my Relolve _-—_—_ 

Write, write, no matter how, it foul, the better, - 
Foul as the Fat lam bout todo. 


| Dav. See, Pvealrexdy done. 


To our Liewtenant of the Tower; 


Body of your 


NT 


*- 


> dm» > .,iw rd 


Q. E. Quick, quick it muſt. [ Reads | 
the next Morning after Sight of this, yow ſhall de-| 


» © 


£6 > bn 
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Oh cruel Pati on! when thou cam'ſt here. | 
Tears ſhou'd have flow d much faſter than thy Tok, 
And di own'd her Name with Rivers fium thy Ej es. 


Reads.)] To be b.headed on a Scaffo'd fixt withous the 
Tower. 4 

Qui 've my roving Thoughts no time for Reaſon;.. 
Bur 82 — Devil, put the Pen 

Into my Hand, and Hell into my Boſom. 

VDav. Conſider that it is of no mote force, 

Than Teſtaments, that may at any time, 


The Party living, be revo d and nu l'd. 


| Q, E. There, thereitis— | Cu- its 
[<oft Muſicł ready with Flutes.] 


| Yet ſtay; beſure thou keep'ſt it, as thou wou d 


3 

'hink, when I put into thy Hands this Paper, 

"Tis not the Lifi of _— thy Sz 

The Moment that thou part'ſt with this dead Warrant, 
May the juſt Stateſman be thy Fortune ſtill, | 
And all thy Goodrewarded be with Ill; 

Tho honeſt, may ſt thou be a Villain thought, 


Aud die a Traitor for thy Prince's fault. (Exit: 


Dau. The Deed is done atlaſk, 
Enter Morton and Cecil. 


Cee. Haſt thou got the Paper? 
Dav. Tis in my Hand. 
Mor. Victorious Daviſon ! 
Eternal Ages ſhall adore thy Statue, : 
And wiſc Hiſtorians, whenthis Deed they note, 
Shall lift thy Name among the Stars for this, 
Cec. Give't me. 3 a 
Dau. But had you heard what Execrations 


c 
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Cec. Oh! no matter, ours be all the blame; 

We'll carry to the joyful Councii this. 

To morrow ſhe ſhall die, ard the Queen reſt, 

When this hugg d Cancer's parted from her Breaſt. 


„ 
{ 4 Table, at the upper end of the Stage. ] 


| di rover d kneeiing, with a Book in her | 
— er Wamen ke: king by her. _ 


Enter to them Dowglas, and Men Servants. 


Dow. Behold her kneeling! O ye immortal Powers! 
Ye Powers that help ſo good and mi d as ſhe! 
Send Hoſts of Cherubs down to waft thoic Sighs. 
Sure all the World's re member u in thoſe Prayers, 

And in thoſe Tears thy guilty Foes are waſh'd. 

QM. Come all ot ye, draw near. [ 9. comes forward. 
How goes the Day? | 

_ The Sun's now riſen, whole Setting you'll ne er 


aq 2. Suppoſe Ive but an Hour of Lite, that were 


The Diſtance up to Heaven, tho it ſeems ſo great, 
Tet tis ſoni:h, and Mercy flies ſo faſt, 

That in leſ while than ſwifteſt Lightning falls, 
It ſaves the poor Deli at the 
That has been Ages tumbling to Perdition. 

Dow. O ye dread Fates! ye SovereignGuard of Kings! 
Muſt that bright Head be inateh'd off by an Ax? 
Upon whole Brow's a Crown, a ſacred Crown? 

Q. A. What matters it, how we die:? 
When dead we are all the fame, there's no diſtinction 
Bet wirt a Prince, that on his gorgeous Bed, | 
r and me upon 
AsScaffald, and with that impartial Judge, 


[ Exennt. 


Fr wddawdd mwb>gn= uy > 


os! 


Nay weep 


| Receive this Bracelet from thy Miſtreſs Arm, 
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That holds the ſteady equal Beams of Juſtice, 


A Crown weighs light, with Virtue in the Ballance. 
Dow. How dye, and how bears that precious Heart, 

The Moment of its Body's Fate ? 

Q. M. Neer better; for my Maids can bear me witneſs, 

I laid me down to reſt, and all the Night 

Slept like a thoughtleis Infant, 

With Smiles imprinted on its | 

And wak'd with Joy to dreſs me for my Travel: 

Like one, who ona May-Day-Morn ſets out, 

Pleas'd with the Beauties ot the Lawns and Fields, 


And hopes to come into his Inn at Night. 


Dow. 2 
M. | 2 
— 4 may ſt live my Story to relate, 
To Men, that now are Children in the Womb; 
But Meiwil, thou haſt been long my fairhrul Servant, 


Haſte into Frames and Scocland, when I'm dead; 


There tell the Guis, my dear Couſins, and Son, 
Thou faw'ſt me die, in the true Faith I l:'v'din; 
Not Scoeland's Crown, nor Exgland's Hopes cou'd tempt 


me, 
Nor eighteen Years a Pris ner, to apoſtatize, | 
lay, nor my Life, which now I ſeal its Martyr. 
* — Goodneſs! 

Q. M. Te ve been faithful all; 
What poor Eſtate my cruel Wants have left me, 
(Here is my Will) I treeiy give'tamong you; ; 

| [Gives a Paper. 
Wou'd it were more, as much as you deſerve; | 
not, here are ſome few Trifles 
J willdiftribute with my own glad Hands: 


| Hereis ſome Gold and Jewels in this Casket, 


Share em among ye. and a Kiſstocach. | To her Nomen. 

Heaven bleſs you all: Thou. Mel vil, take this Ring; 

I wau'd no: have thee every time thou look ſt on'r, 

But ſometimes call to mind that it was — 

Poor Man! his Griefs have choak'd his Speech 
[Ie Douglas. 
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The Riſing Sun, from cadiels Sevting, 
Aud be 2 
| 11 all Care, 

This fatal Day ＋ꝙ— —1— | 
Than threeſcore Years can do on Dowglas' Head. 


* A. F'venothing elſe togive, butafter me Joys 


Dow. Twill not be long, ere you will ſhine a Star, 
ANTS 20D 005 Wh. | 
M. Give me ſome ine your Miftreſs here | 


Her laſt kind Wiſl.es to you in this 
I have no Friends, no Children nigh, but you. 
He whom l bore, wra-k'd trom theſe tender Bowels, 
Scarce bieſt his joyful Mother tor her Labour, 
With his ſicſt In ant Beams; but was by Villains, 
Like little Roma, from this Boſom torn. | 
And nurs'd with Wolves; wheretore my deareſt Friends, 
My faithtul. tuffering, mourning, weeping Servants! 
Tour Queen, your Milreſs, drink. to every one. 
And all Revenge, and Malice bury'& be 
Jn this kind Bow!, as oth Wine in me: 
[ Drinks, all kneel, 
Dow. Give me the Cup: here's to our Miſtreſs; 
[ 3 urns about, pars Piles in the Cap, anddrints, | 
And to her Health of Immorta'iry, | 
And mine Behold they come to fetch you. 
QA. — 


2 


| Guards. | 


Lord, I have expected with „ 
———— — Bride: 1 
Come, and condud me to my Death | 

Cec. Alas! I muft. | 
AM. Bring you — — 
Ses Farewel, to her dying Couſin? 
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Cec. Something ſhe wou'd have faid, but burſt in Tears, 
Whilſt with a Groan, her tortur'd Speech expir'd, 
And oaly cry'd, O Mary, and no more. 7 
Mor. Madam, I kneel, in hopes of your Forgiveneſs. 
Q. M. Thou'ft done no Ill to me, but as thy Nature: 
A Wolf ean do but as a Wolf — thou haſt it. | 
Tho' Heaven thy horrid Crimes, may ne er forget, 
But let my Son revenge his Father's Murder, 
Which thou too ſurely didſt, and laid'ſt the Stain on me. 


Enter Daviſon in haſte. 


Juſt now'sarriv'd —— ene => ay 

| Sarri Pairick 5 

With Letters to the ——— bers 
But more my Lord, ſhe ſeems incens d at you. [ To Mor. 
I wiſh this Execution had been done, 
Or not todo. 

Cesc. We are gone too far already, 


To think of going back. 
Dev. 2222 


Madam, tis fir you wou d diſmiſs your Servants, 
The Scaffold will be crowded elſe. 


And none of all my Friends at laſt allow'd 
To weep, and ſhrowds theſe Limbs, when I am dead, 
Which theſe poor Wretches all will thank you for. 

Cec. Madam, tim againſt the Orders of our Miſtreſs, 
Two of your Women Servants ſhall attend you, 
And of your Men the like, which beſt ſha] pleaſe you. 
e that — og anger Op. —— 

NM. I have but one Requeſt, that permit 

Nr 4. edy into France, 
There to be bury d with my Anceſtors 
Of Lorrain, whence my Mother was de cended; 
For Scotland, thou that never gav'it me Quiet, 
— Whenl| was living; ne ſhall reſt me drad. 
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Queen Dowager of France, and England's Heir, 
A glorious ſhine of Titles, that wou d like 
The lambent Beams, around the Heads of Angels, 
ProteRt a Crown—— Werp not, | 
— Cake oy . 
Your now expiring, i 

Brought by two acts, wee Danphin's Arms, 
Adorn'd with all Love's Pride, and all Love's Charms; 
So lead me to the Place, where I may gain 

Immortal Pleaſures, and immortal Reign. 


[Ex. led by two Gentlemen. | 


Aer. Why doſt thou weep, and grovel on the Floor? 
Dow. Traitor, teens? wilont bord with dien. | 

| [ Eaints, anc lies deus. 
Tis nobler thus to crawl like Snakes and Toads, 
Than live, and have a Face erect like thee. 
Nr. Alas! thou faint'ſt! 
Dow. Hold off thy curſed Hands: lam refolv'd, 
My Royal Miſtreſs ſhall not tall alone, 
But hand in Hand the joytui Courſe we'll run. 
Attend ye bright Inhabitants on high, 
Whilſt I proc aim the imperial Saint is nigh; 
Now, now, ſhe ftarts, and now begins the Race, 
And now with Bluſhings vei's her chat ming Face; 
The lovely Pillar that ſuſtains her Head. 
Her inowy Neck, row on the Mock is laid ; 
Tears in vaſt Torrens, flow from evcry Eye, 
And Groans, like Th. nder, rend the vaulted Sky 
The Ax is up, and points the way o Hraven | 
New, now, it falls, and now the Stroke is given. 


[ Dies. 


Enter 
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E. Speak, Morton, Traitor to 
735 give me Comfort, and I'il —— 


Where is the Queen? ſay, — IO 
Whereis ſhe ? 

Mor. Dead ere this the Scaffold 

vs Now, who wi 2 


That fiom the lilted Ax br Do Dove can ſave, 
Shall bea King. 

Vaniſh, a Kingdom's thy Reward. 
Seize on that Fiend; Truth has at laſt been kind, 


And brou ht to iigh:, twas he that murder d Darniy, 
Bind him in Chains, and in an Iron 


Let him be tent to Scotland, — 
Morton, dragg d away. 
Ha! what unthoughr of diſmal Objects this ? 
A ſecond Proiped iure of Grief to none; 
The pretty, innocent. and faithful Dot glas, 
Dead with no other Wound, than Sor:ow's Dart, 
Or ſome unhappy Poiſon. 
Enter Cecil and Daviſon. 
os _ I wiſh ——— 
d ſave the Qurenꝰs, or mediate our Offence, 
If you ſhall thiak it ſo; for ſhe is dead. 
QE. How coud'ſt thou be fo curſt a Villain! 
What boots the Thunder, or the Bolts of Kings, 
Which Tramors tear no more than Summer's Hail, 
Elſe why art thou alive? and why dy'd Mary ſo? 

Cec. Alas! 

1 * Remove tł at Vulture from my ſight; and fince 
cannot reach him, the Star- Chamber ſhall, 
Strip him of all bis borrow'd Plumes, and leave him 
As naked as he came into the World. 

Dav. Long may you live till Heaven at laſt makes 


n les. 
QE. 
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E. Otake away thoſe fad Remains for ever! 
ſhall have a Royal Monument, 
Highs thy — —— 
with thy Soul, 171. 
| Ti 
Cc. O calm that Boſom, esc 
Moleſt your quiet Spirit in its God-like Manſion. 
Q. E. O ſhall I neverbeatreſt! 


Truſt not in Greatneſs, nor on Crowns depend, 
When Virtue is alone our ſureſt Friend. 


BO« 
Ge 


3OOKS juſt Publift'd, Printed for Sonn Run | 
Gronce Ewing, and WI IAN SMITH, Bookſcllers in 
Dame's-ſtreet. | | 


5 
Garth, 2 V 
Ovid's 


Fables, invented for the Amuſement of his Highneſs 
William Duke of Cumberlan a. by Mr. Gay. Price bound 


Gee on Trade, 25. ad. 

The Tryalot the Witneſſes, 18. 1d 
Farquhar's Works, 2 Vol. 53. 5d 
The Hiſtory of the Devil, 3s. 3d 
Hiſtory ot the Conqueſt of Mexico, 


by the url. 


ial. Beaux Stratagem. 
COMEDIES. TRAGEDIES. 
The Authors Farce, and the Themiffecles. 
Pleaſures ofthe Town. Sophonisba, by Mr. Thow- 
in 
The Wife's Relief, or the Phil tas. 
Husband's Cure. Eurydice. 
The Conſtant Couple. Timoleon. 


